1 



A 



He who in Learning taketh Pride 
In Coach and Six may chance to ride 
While every Dunce's Life muft be 
A Scene of fervile Drudgery- 
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Was an Angler, and fifh'd with a Hook. | 
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Was a Drummer, and beat a Tattoo 
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A fine Lady, with head near as high. 
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Was a Greyhound , and follow 'd a 
Hare, 




I Was a Horfeman, and rode to the Fair. 
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Was an Inn, and the bell in the town, 




Was a King, of great Fame and Re- 
nown. 




Was a Magpie, and perch'd on a Thorn 
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For the Navy, that floats on the Sea, 




For the Orange, that grows on theTree. 
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For the Queen, that we faw at the Play 




For the Sluggard, who flept all the Day. 
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FortheTyger, the Dread of the Herds, 




For the Vulture, the fierceft of Birds 
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Was a Warrior, and look'd very bold. 
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Was a Yew-tree, and grew near a 
Church. 




A poor Zany, was left in the Lurch 







THE 

HISTORY 

F A 

LITTLE BOY 

FOUND UNDER A 

HAYCOCK. 

AS Mifs Mildmay and her 
Sifter were taking a Walk 
one Summer afternoon, in a 
Meadow adjoining to their Pa- 
pa's Country Houfe, they heard 
the Cries of a poor little Infant 
in Diftrefs, and going to the 



I 

Place from whence the Voice 
came, they found a fweet little 
Boy laying under a Haycock 
quite naked. Oh, my Mam ! my 




* 



Mam ! was all they could get 
out of the poor little Creature 
for fome Time. But, Mifs 
Mildmay taking him up in her 
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Arms, covered him with her 
Cloak, and carried him home, 
and drefled him in fome of her 
Brother Billy's old Clothes, and 
after foothing him all in her 
Power, and giving him fome 
Sweetmeats, fhe afked him how 
he came naked under the Hay- 
cock, Mammy left Harry afleep, 
lifped the poor little Boy, and 
then burft again into fuch a 
Flood of Tears — -crying, O my 
Mam ! my Mam ! as made eve- 
ry one's Heart ache who heard 
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him. — Confider, my dear little 
Readers, the dreadful Situation < 
of this helplefs Innocent, left 
naked to the wide World, no 
Brother, no Sifter, no Friend, 
to cherifh, or protect him, and 
learn from hence to place a pro- 
per Value upon the Tendernefs 
and affedtion of your Parents, 
left you fhould be defervedly for- 
faken by them, in the fame 
Manner as poor Harry Haycock 
was, who did not deferve it ; 
for notwithftanding this cruel 
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Treatment of his Parents, I 
affure you, Harry was not a 
naughty Boy, and therefore 
found a Friend where all good 
little Boys and Girls always 
will— God Almighty, who will 
be a Father to the Fatherlefs, if 
they are good Children, (and he 
can judge not from Words and 
Actions only, he knows every 
wicked Thought alfo) and was 
therefore no ftranger to the 
Goodnefs of little Harry's heart, 
and did not forfake him, though 
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his Parents did, but raifed him 
up a Friend, and a kind one too, 
in Mifs Mildmay\ Papa, who 
did not fend Harry to the Parifh 
as mo ft poor Foundlings are 
but brought him up at his own 
expence, for which Harry was 
not ungrateful, but endeavoured 
by Diligence and Afiiduity to 
make every return in his Pow- 
er. Mr. Mildmay farmed a large 
eftate of his own, and little 
Harry lent him all the A Alli- 
ance he could in the Manage- 
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ment of it : He rofe in a Morn- 
ing with the Lark, and as foon 
as he had faid his Prayers, and 
wafhed his Face and Hands, 
out he goes into the Yard, with 
a Meafure of Corn in his Hand, 
and calls all the Fowls, Ducks, 
Turkeys, and Geefe about him, 
Cocky Cocky Cockatooy fays the 
Cock ; £>uacky Quack y fays the 
Duck - y Lubber y Lubber , fays the 
Turkey-cock. — See them in the 
next Page. 



As foon as Harry has done 
with the Poultry, he takes his 
Stick in his Hand, and away he 
marches over the Ground, to 
fee that the Sheep and Bullocks 
are all in their proper places - 
Hey day, fays he, 
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Little Boy Blue blow your Horn, 
The Cows in the Meadow, the 

Sheep in the Corn, 
What this is the Way you mind 

the Sheep, 
Under the Haycock fafi ajleep ? 

Ah ! you lazy Rogue, I will 
cure you of going to Sleep, and 
neglecting your Bufmefs ; with 
that he gave him fuch a Twinge 
by the Ear, and then whipped 
behind the Haycock, leaving 
Little Blue to wonder from 
whence it came — 
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See how he ftares. 




In this Manner would Harry 
go from one end of his Mailer 's 
Eftate to the other, before 
Breakfaft, taking Care to return 
in Time, to be one of the first 
in School, and while he was 
there, no Boy paid more Atten- 
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tion to his Book than he did. 
He did not idle away his Time 
like Ned Noodle, and get a good 
Rap on the Shoulders two or 
three Times a Day — No, No, 
he ftuck clofe to his Book, as 
well as his Bufinefs while he was 
at it j but when that was over, 
he was as fond of a little inno- 
cent Amufement as any of them, 
and would not fit hovering over 
the Fire on a fine Moon-light 
Evening, but you might hear 
him call all the good Boys in the 
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Village together. 

jB/7/y Bright come out to Play, 

The Moon doth jhine as bright as 

Pray quick attend your Playmates 
Call, 

But come with a good JVill^ or 
not at all. 

Well, what fhall we divert 
ourfelves at for an Hour, fays 
Frank Fearnought ? Suppofe we 
play at Soldiers— I cannot fay 
I am fond of playing at Soldiers, 
replies Harry ; for however ne- 
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ceflary fuch Men may be, it is 
an Employment of too fatal a 
Tendency in itfelf, to be admi- 
red as a Diverfion — look at 
poor Tom Miles, (who was hob- 
bling towards them on his 
Crutches) what a wretched Ex- 
igence he is obliged to drag 
about ! He loft both his Legs 

in the Battle of . God blefs 

you ! young Gentleman, fays 
the poor Fellow, taking off his 
Hat with an Air of decent Hu- 
mility, beftow your Charity on 
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an old Soldier. Don't trouble us 
with your Importunities, Friend 
cries Frank Flinty go to the Caf- 
tle> and get Relief there. For 
Shame, Mafter Flinty fays little 
Harry j thus to infult an unfor- 
tunate old Man, whofe beft 
Blood has been fpilt in Defence 
of his Country, rather let us con- 
tribute fome Trifle towards lef 
feninghisMiferies ; and putting 
his Hand in his Pocket, he gave 
him the only Penny of which he 
was Mafter. 
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THE 

HISTORY 

OF THIS 

LITTLE BOOK 



The History of a Little Boy 
Found Under a Haycock was 
firft publifhed in London in the 
late 1780's. In thofe days practically 
all of the books read by American 
children originated in England, many 
of them in John Newbery's Shop in 
St. Paul's Churchyard, and later found 
their wav to America where Ameri- 
can printers freely adapted them to 
American needs. 

When, in 1942, the J. B. Lippincott 
Company conceived the plan of cele- 
brating its 150th Anniverfary by 
publifhing a facfimile edition of a 



children's book of 1792, fearch was 
made in vain for a copy of The 
History of a Little Boy Found 
Under a Haycock, known to have 
been printed by Francis Bailey in 
Philadelphia in that year. Evidently 
it had been loved to extinction many 
years before. However, in the belief 
that this book would prove more 
attractive to American children than 
a longer and more pious tale of the 
period, it was decided to reproduce 
another edition of the fame ftory 
which had been fomewhat fhortened 
and combined with "A Royal Alpha- 
bet," and printed in Bofton. 

The copy from which this facfimile 
was made was ufed through the 
courtefy of the Bofton Public Library. 
The J. B. Lippincott Company is 
indebted for the cover defign, fre- 
quently ufed on books of the period, 
to Walter Schatzki of New York. 
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